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caught by the storm before they had gone very far and had
given up their self-imposed mission. The sand had obliterated
their tracks and had washed out any hopes they may have
had of tracking Oryx. So they had reconciled themselves
to another waterless day and seemed to hope that their
transparent stratagem had not been seen through by me.
Nevertheless they kept away from me while Salih and I
resumed our walking, with a north-easterly breeze more or
less behind us. Here and there we saw the droppings of
Oryx and Salih obviously longed to be off seeking the quarry,
but he remained loyally by my side as we kept easily ahead
of the baggage. Zayid and Co. seemed to be making a satis-
factory effort to register better progress, but an hour later
we saw them halted some distance ahead. As we came up
to them we found that they had propped up the carcase of
a huge bull Oryx against an Abal bush. They had found it
dead and half buried in the sand. Whether it had died of
wounds or of drought—we had now entered a less favourable
tract where there had been no recent rain and the vegetation
was all dry—we could not say. But its carcase had not been
touched. Only the paunch had collapsed—rotted by the
intestines—otherwise the meat had dried intact upon the
frame. I photographed the beast propped up against the
bush that had shaded its dying moments and we cut off the
head to carry along with us. Though dead, it was the first
Oryx I had seen in its native land.
More than an hour after this interlude we passed into the
district of Hadh * Ain Sala—range after range of high whitish
dunes. Salih liked the walking less and less with each passing
hour but struggled gamely on, while I was thoroughly en-
joying myself. I wondered whether he was really spent, for I
felt not the slightest bit fatigued. I assured him that he
might ride, if he would, without giving me offence. It was
up to them to make the pace too hot for me if they disliked
my walking. At length he confessed, with tears in his eyes,
that he could walk no more and begged me to mount to
save his face. We had been walking for eight hours and I
yielded, but insisted on riding with the baggage. Less than
an hour later I observed a state of agitation among the

